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Dying Tears. 
| OR 


Englands Joy turned to mourning , for the loſs of that Vertnous 
Prince, Henry Dakeof Gloceſter, 3d. Son to our late Soveraign 


King Charles the firſt : Who departed this life the 13. of September, 
in the Year of our Lord, 1660. 
Prepare for death before you dye, 
If you would live eternally. 


c te tbe wonders that our God hath done, Yow can fair England w&p and tive 
C 62eat ate the mereies which to ug are ſhows | Hts comelp — we can't — _ 


Pet we koꝛget to ſay that God fs juſt, O death, our hopes, our Treaſure, in an dour | 

Even though he turn the living inte duſt. Bait thou dilperſ d, which makes laltt ears to ſhot 

Now learn, O England, learn foz to lament O envious death! how dar t thou in his 

His death y who from us hath been long abſent; To tut down him, in whom all vertues 3 
And at the laft fs come on English Sho2e Lherefoze wer l ſek bis vertues fo; to bloge, 

Ts lap bis C2ps ; whole death we now deploze, Aron his Tomb we will ſet fo3th his pꝛeiſe. 

Juſt fn the pxtme and bloming of His age, No ſooner in his vertues we did truff, 

Dear Gloſter's raviſhed from this moꝛtan Stage: But p2efently this Prince is turnd to nut: 

Pet though his body can no moꝛe revive, O then what conrſe of itves ſ<oulv Portalls take, 

pet his rare Uertnes ſem to be alive. Sreſang that Pꝛinces cannot death foyſak 3 


St urte had fafr England bidden welcome home Seat Emperonrs and Kings lpe at the Rake, 

his our moſt vertnong P3tnce, but death Both come; To dap thep live,to mozrow thetr graves they makg 
Scarce had his weary body taken ret, Death is a debt we owe, which we mul pap i Fo 
Sebold grim death doch come and takes his bath. When death voth call, pov; moztalls muſt edep, | 7 


FA 
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Chet tons man, would but view d'ze big pays, Death is no ting. the grave tur not contain 

Aud ferfoufly confiver his own waxes: Tbe Righteons ſonl that makes 702 his im, 
w that all things below are vanity, But wicked men when once lais in the Urn, 
kic ſouls Redemer tis that lfves on high, Theit ſouls in tozments ever atter burn. 


Tbe God bt A obe peut fozth his morties gent But tbis is not our Gloſter Cate, to he 
en our Dead Soverafgu, even ttom bis mercp ſeat ; Mas the true pattern of Hobllit :: 
' Ogive dim griee and wiledome to conſider Deaint like h lit v, and he the ſame vid dye, 
That where his Mother's gone, he muſt go thithet; As ſdon as deavts Ptaven bis ſoul div fly. 


Fo; Alus und Pzintes are but a ſpan, Sr out Noble Py 
When deagh voth come with s grimly vart in hand Po Pother dia endeaveur to convince | 
To give the ſtroak: whilſt nature bios avieri m to turn Wapfft; dut with courage bold 
Fo all its pleaſures, and it's Comfozt to. Me laid his true Religton he would hoiv 


O that bur Sdd would pour his fpirft upon «© The lens Jeſaite could not him veceivs, 
Our Ring and f3ince, that they may boty live long; Thefr damned Doarine ook ache WY | 
¶ det them know tis not the arm ot fleſh Noz all the Learaev min that France could tis 
pzfucstoquits thy feld, 


That's able to withſtand Deaths powerfall crulh; Como make tdis C 


ts not mans honour noz his powerfull hand, Wut now he's dens! alas, whers is he gone, 
Nod his Riches that ate at his command, Pts Coꝛps td dutt, dis ſoui to Veaton is com: 
Neither his friend at ail can him deltber ( eber. O then Rejopte, O England, and be glas, 
From death s ſad ffroke, whith firikes bat once fo That God hagcarriev bim,even to geo from ban. 


O learn with bleed David fo2 to pre Concluving, now J end mp mogtcnfull Song. 
That the poztion.and thy only lobe; Whfech to all men in Eugland voth belong, 
Then dat h ſhall not affrigbt tber, noz the grave; Pzepare foz veath beſace befoze pou dye, 
Bat this hall the rejoyce, thy ſonl to ſave. If e te pon mean to lide eternally. 
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